SCHOOLMASTERCLANRICARD TELLS THE CHILDREN ABOUT EUROPE'S GREAT DANGER.
I^LANRICARD gave a \^/ little rap with his ruler on die desk in his class-room. Change of subject. It was three minutes past the hour,
Clanricard looked at his class. He sniffed at it, too. Fifty-four children of the people exhale a smell which is not the warm, almost jolly odour of a stable, but rather the reek of a menagerie of sad, soured, muzzled little animals. The air was renewed only by two transoms placed high up. This morning it was getting too cold for the windows to be opened wide.
None of these poor kids might complain if they were; but you wo old see some of them getting a little paler. They were pale enough already. Some of them would draw up their bare knees under their kilted overalls. The boy in the front row, who had such fine, such serious blue eyes, would turn towards the window and, with that little cough of his, which went through your heart, would look outside, not to complain about being exposed to the cold, but as though to excuse himself for being so frail and shivery.
Clanricard asked himself, with an uneasy mind, whether he liked his job. In any case, he was fond of these children* Why was he fond of them ? Because many of them were unhappy. Because they were fond of him, too. Because, without being any better than their elders, they were not
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